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Will and the Loon
That was the last year Will come up to the lodge.
I remember that year in particular from all them
other years, for that year he found in my closet,
behind the broom and pan and such, an old shotgun,
been gived to me almost a year before by a friend
that was moving down to Tweed. He'd just come up
on the train from down there in New York and we'd
had a supper and was going to turn in early for to be
off early in the morning for the North and the
lodge. So I was washing up the dishes and he went
into the closet, thinking to sweep up the floor, and
come out with the gun in his hands.
"Now brother," says he. "What's this I've found
in here."
"A gun," says I.
"A gun it is, John, and how is it in the cupboard
with the broom?" he answers back.
So I went on to tell him how it'd been gived to
me by the fellow who moved away and how it
didn't fire right and often not at all and how I'd
meant to throw it out or give it to someone if I'd
not forgot it standing there in the closet until he'd
found it and asked. And then he shakes his head and
says he don't know how I get along, I'm still such a
thick-headed lad as I was when we were living at
home with mother. And he says it can be easily
fixed and he knows just the thing.
So I says "Go at it then," and he does, all the
while scolding my disrespect for fine work.
That's the way it always was with Will the night
before we went, scolding and telling me how we
must do, but I never paid him no mind, for I knew it
was the lodge and the thought of going up that put
him all on edge. We'd been born to it, Will and I, the
lakes and the woods in those Laurentians and it was
only this once a year that he would leave the wife
and children and go up for a bit.
The next morning we was off early and come to
the lodge just about time for supper. Now this lodge
was owned by a proper Frenchmen, name of Gor
dinier, which is what we called him and it had the
woods all around except on one side where the lake
was. And it was a lovely lake, a mountain lake as
they can only be in the Laurentians, crystal blue
with the scent of first frost. Will claimed he could
smell it at a mile, and every year would tell me just a
while before the water came in view:
"There now John, there it is, only a mile and
we'll be there."
Now we was out early on the morning after we
come to have a good look at the lake. We was

walking along the shore and Will was carrying in his
hands that old shotgun, for to try it out on some old
stump or log.
We was disturbed as we walked by the sound of
breaking water. Now we stopped directly and
watched that lake, thinking it was a leaping bass
we'd heard and that he'd be giving away his where
abouts and the place we might later find his friends.
It wasn't a bass at all though, but a fine big Cana
dian loon, sitting there in the water as proud as
could be and looking right back at us. Now both
Will and I looked on seeing this loon as an occasion,
for most times a body'd have to sleep a whole night
on the shore and then wake up real quiet, almost
without breathing, just before dawn to see the loons
on a lake diving for their breakfast. They was pro
tected even back then by the gaming laws, though
watching them in the morning you'd hardly think
they needed any law's protecting. You'd be watch
ing them and one of them'd go under for a catch
and stay down there ever so long, and you'd have it
all set in your mind just where he'd pop up again,
but when he come up he'd be just as far away from
that spot you'd picked as he could be, still staying
on the lake. And then you'd watch him some more
and he'd do it again and you'd watch him some
more, and you'd be sure after a bit that you had him
figured out now, but if he didn't still outsmart you
time and time again and come up everyplace but
where you expected to see him. And then, just
about dawn, they'd all dive down together and not
come up at all, as far as you could see, 'til the next
mornmg.
We was so taken with watching this bird that we
nearly didn't hear these three fellows come up on
us. Two of them was parly-vous what worked as
guides for the lodge. They was ones that'd been here
for some years and we knowed them so Will called
out
"Hey there, Pierre."
We called them all Pierre, other than Gordinier and
t\1e cook that said his name was Jack, for we could
never say those other names, even if we could of
remember them. They always took specially to Will,
and remembered him though we only come up but
once a year, for they claimed they never seed a
British could hunt and fish like he did, specially not
from America.
So they come over and we shook hands around
and met the other fellow that was, we come to be
told, a British from Ottawa and quite a hunter as
well, said the Frenchies, but with a look that told us
it was more his story than theirs and let's have some
fun with this one.
"Will Bennett here, he shoots more moose in one
week than all the rest in a whole season," says one
guide by way of introduction.
three

"And just last week," says the other "he brings in
the biggest bear in twenty year." But the gentleman
has nothing to say,so the first goes at him again.
"And Bennett has eyes that can see at night. I
myself have seen him hit ducks at ... as far out as
that," and he points the fellow out to where that
loon is wimming, "with that very shotgun."
Now this gentlemen wasn't going to fall for that
Frenchie tall tale and so he says "My dear sir, that
gun is not capable off ... " and just about there Will
takes his shot at the loon.
Now to this day I don't know why he took that
shot,for he knowed as well as the rest of us standing
there that he could no more hit that loon than he
could flap his arms and fly out there and set with it.
It might be he thought the loon would dive as soon
as he raised the gun,for as I say,them loons are wily
birds or maybe he thought the gun would misfire
and either way the Frenchies could make a tale of
twas too bad he didn't get a fair shot. Or it might
even be that he thought the bird would dive just as
he shot and the gentleman'd think it was hit.
But that's not how it happened. That loon stood
his ground,just looking at us while Will fired and for
some seconds after.
"There now, you see," starts in the Ottawa fel
low, but that was as far as he got, for about that
time we see that loon's head drop to the side, and
that means his neck is broke.
Now I can't say whether it was Will or that
Ottawa fellow looked more surprised.The other was
the first to speak.
"Mr. Bennett," he says, "I don't believe I could
ever make a shot like that."
"Mister," Will answers back, "I don't believe
you'd ever want to." And we all walked up to the
lodge with Will, not having a thing to say and
glancing back every few steps for a sign of the game
warden.
Carol Yeckel

Lion of Judah
treacherous Ethiope
toying with
a daughter of Israel
and a flame-haired feline,
does't truly
give you pause
that I fail to greet thee?
Consider well
how it grieves me
to watch, helpless,
as you juggle
my friends,
and then,
if thou darest,
ask again
why I do not
hail thy coming
with songs and rejoicings.
sarajane

Tar and Feathers
In The Daily News,
not so long ago, I saw a woman
whose head was shaven. Other women
had ornamented her skin with feathers and tar,
for she was to be married.
Now the caption said,
"The women threw stones" instead of rice.
How nice!
She was stripped white,
and tied to a pole for all to see
and all threw stones instead of rice.
A wise choice, my mother would say: White rice?
With all those feathers? Might be a bit much.
The men ogled secretly,
the women jeered at her open mouth,
and her muddled, probably stinging eyes.
And I remember thinking,
How horrible it is, the way they cut her hair.
Coleen Maloney
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The Hermitage
In silence,
One tree passes away.
Unalterable.
Sounding beyond all reach.
One candle;
Substance, Fire,
And Light,
Waits upon one thought.
And that
One finger on the water
Disturbs the morning
Shelter into prayer.
Stephen Alewynse

Sonnet of Unrest
When you are with me, why then do I dwell
On thoughts of snow silent mornings, iced trees,
And lifeless old church bells, as if the freeze
Of March winds could tame or mute their knell?
And when you are away, why can't I quell
The memories of dusk or dawn-the strained ease
Of your smile in sleep, privately touched knees,
Hands lightly clasped-which the mind loves to retell?
Your presence, time, shows me future's color:
The grey emptiness of an unripe spring,
No hint of song from the cold church clapper.
I can't believe you'll leave for another,
For you strive within my caverns, shouting
Slow strains of wanting, me, forever.

Trees in Winter
Spiny fingers pray heavenward
A barren, whistling supplication.
Twilight silhouetted Mourning Dove,
Roosts in numb unawareness.
Anchored fast in crystal soil,
They pose in frozen slumber.
Randall Braaksma

Adelaide Whitehouse
five

Notes from Spain,
1937
Under a wide-spreading shade, I lounged against
the back of an unstable wooden chair. The cold,
sweat-beaded glass of real yellow gin and tonic was a
welcomed comfort. Perhaps the thought that this
insignificant tumbler contained the last genuine yel
low gin in all Spain was more gratifying. I pushed
back with my knee so the chair, creaking with the
stress, was balanced on its two rear legs. Against my
forehead I pressed the drink, and sighed like a soul
that had found true salvation.
Dimitri's rocking laughter exposed a fine set of
straight, white teeth in a Cheshire cat-like smile.
',Landrin, I don't know when I've seen a more
contented Englishman."
"You've never seen an Englishman outside of the
ones fighting in Spain," I countered. "I'd never seen
a Greek before this war."
We laughed and Dimitri threw his empty ouzo
bottle across the deserted square. The clear glass
smashed on the smooth cobblestones.
"Holy Mother of God, damn Franco." Dimitri lit
his pipe, puffing furiously.
I knew Dimitri's brother had been blown up by a
grenade while fighting in the Garibaldi Brigade
which was primarily made. up of anti-fascist Italians
and anarchist Spaniards.
"O, hell, let's quit this place and get back to the
bivoac," I said.
Dimitri pushed away from the table and lurched
to his feet. I boosted him into the jeep and got in
the driver's seat. On route to the encampment, Di
mitri said nothing. His large-bowled pipe remained
in his mouth, emanating a steady stream of smoke
that bounced with the rutted road.
Watching the silent statue of Dimitri, knowing he
was thinking of his brother, I found myself concen
trating on the strange infatuation the Spanish have
for death. The Carlists in the 1870's sang a war song
known as "Death, the Bride." Now, the battle cry of
the anarchist Spaniards was "Viva la Muerte,"
"Long live Death." One characteristic of the Spanish
anarchist brigadesmen was their fanatical and self
disciplined attitude toward combat. But in an ideo
logical civil war, foreign fighters adapt to the senti
ment unconsciously. Most foreign soldiers came to
find this was no complete gentlemen's war, no civil
ized hunt with guests in corduroy, shooting par
tridges courteously.
StX

A few days later a new officer came to my
company, and being of a higher rank, took over my
platoon. It was quite a blow to me because I
thought I understood my men and there had been
no complaints about me. Apparently, my men were
of the same opinion because a group of them under
a sergeant came to see me and begged me to ask the
captain to retain me in command. I passed this on to
Dimitri, who replied, "Why shouldn't they want to
keep you? They can get awaY. with more under an
English officer than with a Spanish one." He poked
me in the ribs and began laughing.
This new officer, a subteniente, was a short and
stocky man. He told me that he had been in Gra
nada during the time Franco's troops had seized the
area. He overly complimented himself on his escape,
and because of his excessive boastfulness, I was not
particularly enamoured of this fellow and preferred
to believe him a liar. He was a cocky man with a
squeaky, irritating voice and had the appearance and
manner of an orangutang. Throughout the time he
served with us, he continually abused his authority,
always looking for a fight on the slightest provoca
tion. However, Dimitri approved of him-or at least
of his methods. With the officers his manner varied
between impertinence to us ensigns and a boot
licking attitude to the captain.
At last we had orders to move and left Berlanga in
a long column of lorries. To our disappointment our
destination proved not to be Teruel but another part
of the static Guadalajara front-the ruined and vir
tually deserted village of Almadrones. It was about
sixty-five miles north-east of Madrid and had suf
fered severely from bombardment during the Guada
lajara battle to the previous March. We stayed there
for a week, and then began on a twenty-mile march
eastwards with our mules and equipment across
rocky, semi-arid terrain. The enemy had drawn be
hind the river. We had to occupy and fortify a range
of hills overlooking the valley of Tajuna.
Not long afterward, I received orders to accom
pany the 32nd batallion. It was an arrangement that
gave me great pleasure, for Captain Alvarez and his
officers were such an enjoyable group that it was
impossible not to be happy in their company. But I
would miss Dimitri's earthy qualities and honest
face.
The next day I was ordered to report to Alvarez. I
found him talking with some soldiers that had cap
tured a member of the Fascist army.
"Landrin, I want you to interrogate this man," he
ordered. "He's British, like you."
I motioned the prisoner away from the knot of
men so we could talk privately.
"What I want to know is how is it that an English
men is fighting for Franco?" I asked.
He wiped the dripping sweat from his face with a

gnarled hand and nervously replied, "I was pressed
into the army. I was a seaman on a British ship
trading in Valencia, until I got very drunk one night
and missed my ship. The next day the police ar
rested me and it was either this or jail. I'd been out
here for three days before I found one of your
patrols."
"I see." I was caught in a conundrum. I could not
be absolutely sure that he was telling the truth-but
I did know that if I doubted his story in any degree
he would be shot immediately. I talked with Alvarez
later, attempting to convince him that the sailor had
been pressed into the army against his will, for his
desertion proved it.
"Look, this man is only a deserter, and it would
be an injustice to shoot him," I pleaded. "Numerous
soldiers fighting under the Republic's flag crossed
from Fascist-controlled areas when the fronts were
still fluid, and we didn't shoot them."
Whether he was moved by my argument, or by
consideration of my feelings, Alvarex unexpectedly
replied, "I think you have a good case and I agree
with your sentiment. However, I will agree if you
can convince Colonel Lombella. You'11 find him
over there." He pointed to the highest of four hills.
"Take the prisoner with you in case there are any
questions, and your two runners as escorts."
After a few minutes of travelling, the deserter
asked, "Does it get any hotter in this country?" as
we panted up the steep sides of a ravine. It was an
exhausting walk of nearly a mile with the midday
sun blazing at our backs. I could feel the sweat
running down the inside of my already-stained shirt
and shifted my long mauser to the other shoulder.
"Just keep going," I replied, debating if this man
would be alive in the next hour and wondering
whether or not to give the man supplies and tell him
to join the long caravans of refugees that crisscrossed the countryside.
I found the Colonel eating a hurried meal in his
tent. I repeated the story with the prisoner well out
of earshot.
"I have the fellow outside if you wish to ask him
anything," I concluded.
"That is not necessary," he returned casually,
wiping his moustaches with a napkin. "Just take him
out and shoot him."
I must have hesitated because the Colonel looked
up from his plate and snarled, "You heard what I
said," his face now contorted at my 'insubordina
tion.' He shouted after me, "I intend to see the
order is carried out."
As we shuffled down the hillside, I didn't know
what to say to this man. I immediately thought of
telling him to run and I would distract the guards,
but remembering the Colonel's threat, I glanced
behind me. Two brigadesmen were following us at a

distance. My runners would have looked the other
way, but now I had no option. I was numb with
anger for there was nothing I could do but see the
order was carried out. This man knew I tried to save
him. Perhaps he would take it easier if he knew a
fellow countryman was near at the end.
As I approached the prisoner, my two runners
dropped back a few paces; they were decent fellows
and understood my frustration at my ineffectiveness
to save a blameless man's life.
"I've got to shoot you," I said in an evenly
controlled voice.
"O my God," was barely audible from his lips.
"Would you like some cognac, a priest, or a
minute to think?"
He shuffled his feet in the dirt. "No. I don't need
anything. Just make it quick."
"Turn around and start walking, and I can prom
ise it will be quick."
I said to my runners, "That man must not feel a
thing."
They nodded, raising their rifles. I looked away as
two shots exploded simultaneously. When the ech
oes subsided the senior of the runners assured me,
"On our honor, he could not have felt a thing, sir."
I went to examine the sprawled body. From the
look on the dead man's face, there was no doubt in
my mind that death had been instantaneous. After
we buried him, I reported to Alvarez. He filled two
small glasses with jerez as we talked.
"The Colonel has asked me to give you a message.
He wishes you to know that he deeply regrets the
shooting of that Englishman, that he considers it a
crime, and that the responsibility for it must rest
forever upon that 'gentlemen's' conscience." He spat
out the word "gentlemen's." He continued, "I could
not believe he went as far as to send a pair of
brigadesmen after you to shoot you if the sentence
had not been carried out immediately."
Quickly, I put the liquor down, wiping my mouth
with the back of my hand, and left the tent. The
sunlight flashed brilliantly in my face. I sought the
shade of a small stand of trees and lit a cigarette.
From where I stood, I overlooked soldiers build
ing the fortifications that meant life to the Repub
lic. Ironically, from the same position, I could see
the grave of a man who had no stake in either side.
Scott Lenbeiser
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Icicles*

Glittering icicle spikes
dripping water,
hefty droplets, pregnant globules
stretching rubber crystal cords l
0

n
g
e
r
over painted window panes.
Dazzling beads
tumbling off glass candy cones
poke the snow
farrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr-

below*!
William Geary

On A Windy Day
On a windy day
When a just red leaf passes,
You'll find my boots and I
And a weathery walki ng pole
Discovering your windy hills.
And if we might meet
I'll sing you a song to pass your time,
Tell a story, but none in particu'!ar,
Show you ancient stumps
And how it used to be
When great green monarchs
Sang in my place.

Child's Nook
Opium-eyed, she sat among fall fronds
and dying summer grasses bleak from frost
nature decaying in her mind's eye, the dark cost
reflected as huddling grey nuns
Parting from summer romances to ponds
and pools where once cool wintergreen, moss,
matted pine, had soothed naked senses, toss,
tumble of city love, left, isolated, beyond

And to the gleaming brook
Our legs would cross down,
Pressing deep into the weary moss, hunting,
To see if a trout might be home.
And together we'd laugh, sharing
The red sun upon our faces,
When a just red leaf passes
Discovering your windy hills.

eyes tearstuck but alive, starburst
jumping upright, freshly brisk, essence
of life's personal blood returning home

Brian Vint

Richard Williams
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recoiling, pain masked, judgments, terse
leaving no witness to her short presence
winds gather last thougts, silent moan

Essence of Clown
No, I never knew what a clown was,
or what a clown was supposed to do;
So I sneaked in under the big top
(I had read once that little boys liked to sneak into the
circus without paying, and I guessed that's what little
boys were supposed to do, so I did.)
And I watched everything from beneath the bleachers
(I didn't know if that's what I was supposed to do,
but I guessed that since I didn't pay for a seat,
I couldn't sit in one, so I didn't.)
Hundreds of people above me clapped their hands and stomped their feet,
as I crouched, waiting for the clowns.
The big fat man in the black coat blew his whistle and lots of horses came
from nowhere, proud, pretty ladies riding on them.
(and I had to plug my ears with my fingers becadse the
clapping and stomping and galloping were too loud; so I
guessed I'd just have to watch the pink ladies without
hearing the loud horses, so I did.)
And as I watched the horses run aroundandaroundandaround a little man
as big as me fell out of somewhere and began chasing switching tails
aroundandaroundandaround the big circle. That tiny sad man looked so
funny in his baggy pants and flappy shoes-he even had lipstick on like
girls wear, except he smeared it more.
(and I couldn't hold my ears anymore because I had my
arms wrapped around my sides, they hurt from laughing so hard.)
And just then the crazy midget man caught one of the horse's tails and
stumbled after, yelling at the horse to stop in the name of the law.
(and laughingandlaughing I rolled in the sawdust beneath the
bleachers, but a man saw me and asked if I had a ticket. I
told him I didn't and he told me to go home, so I did.)
I never knew what a clown was,
or what a clown was supposed to do;
so I guessed I could go back the next day,
buy a ticket like everyone else,
and sit in the bleachers to wait for the clowns,
but I never did.
Adelaide Whitehouse
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Swillburg
You can believe it wasn't anybody
living there who made Swillburg the name
that stood for seven dozen black-elmed city
blocks. The residents were sure it came
across the river from Dutchtown, the work of Germans
who had, in new-world years, forgotten rules
of hospitality: the Lutherans.
At St. James in Swillburg, nuns' threats of Protestant school
made sinful children repent their wickedness
before the Cross. As penance they prayed for Dutchtown,
assured the Lord was good, and his forgiveness
might show the Light to those who did not kneel down
to pray. And still, the name of Swillburg stood
like the street/amps, a fixture of th.e neighborhood.
Carol Yeckel

All I Could Do
She called me up at about eight o'clock on Friday
night. All she had to do was say hello, and I knew
who it was, even though I hadn't talked to her in
almost a year.
"Hello Beth!"
"Bennie, how are you?"
"I'm fine Beth. How are you?"
"Bennie, things have been going a little rough
down here lately; and I was wondering, could I
come up and visit you?"
"When?"
"Now. I could be there by midnight."
"Beth, I'd love to have you come down, but I got
a case of the flu. That one that's come over from
Japan or somewhere. You know me; I'd be out at a
bar if I wasn't sick."
"Sure, Bennie. Sorry."
"Yeah Beth, I'm sorry too. I'd really like to see
.
you agam. "
"Would it be ok if I came up on Tuesday?"
Then I was stuck. Maybe she knew it, maybe she
didn't. So I said how it would be great, and how
happy I would be to see her, et cetera. Then I asked
her when she'd be coming in.
"The bus gets there about six o'clock."
"Ok, well, I still live in the old apartment."
She said, "Aren't you going to offer?"
I said, "Offer what?"
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She said, "Aren't you even going to offer to pick
me up?"
I said, "Oh, I'm sorry. I wasn't thinking," when I
meant I wasn't thinking of picking her up, and I'm
sure she knew then.
When she hung up she was happier. I had for
gotten to ask her how long she was going to stay so I
had to call up this girl I had a date with, Anna, and
explain that something came up, and that I wouldn't
be able to see her that next week. She wanted to
know why. What could I say, that my ex-wife was
coming up for a visit?
I talked to this guy at work about Beth on Tues
day. You remember, Stop-the-car? His real name is
Stopplecurr or some German thing like that, so we
all call him Stop-the-car. I guess he drives like hell
anyway.
I told him I didn't know what I was going to do
when she came up. He gave me his "When-you've
had-as-many-as-I've-had" smile and said, "What's the
problem? You've slept with her already." He told
me to quit worrying about stuff like morals and
ethics, because morals and ethics were just rules, and
I guess he was right.
After work I went home and showered and
changed my clothes, so that I could be decent to see
her again.
I was standing inside the terminal and I saw her
get down off the bus. She looked so small in that
great big coat, carrying her blue overnight bag and
her leather purse. I remember when she bought the
coat. She came running up the stairs to my apart
ment, and barged in and modeled it for me right

then. And I had to say, "No, I haven't ever seen a
nicer looking imitation fur coat on anyone in my
entire life." After she made me say it she was happy,
because she knew that I "wouldn't say it if it wasn't
true." She was the one who brought up the fact of it
being imitation fur, because, as she said, when you
got up close you could tell, and there wasn't any
sense in trying to fool people anyway, because any
one that knew her knew that she was just a poor
little working girl alone in the big city, and couldn't
have afforded a real fur coat even if she had wanted
one.
Before she had a chance to any more than hug me
and just kiss me once, I had her suitcase in my hand
and was leading her to the car.
We didn't talk much on the way home. Notice
how easy I call it home. When she was there it
almost was. I could tell that she was tired, and that
she had a lot to say. I think she was afraid. She sat
close to me with her hair hanging over my shoulder,
and every once in a while the wind from the open
car window would blow it over my face and eyes.
Even though I was driving I didn't mind.
"You've let your hair grow."
"You like it long?"
"Yes."
"I thought you would. Daddy does too."
When we got home I offered her something to
drink. She wanted a beer, but I told her that she
would have to have something special, seeing how it
was a special occasion. So she had a whisky sour,
and I had Pinch on the rocks. She sat at the kitchen
table with her legs wrapped around one of the table
legs. I broke out some steaks, and some of those
frozen french-fries, and was just about to make a
salad.
"Wait a minute. I'm an uninvited guest, and I'm a
female. The least I can do is cook to earn my keep."
,'You wait a minute. You're always welcome
here. You are a sweet lady who has just had a long
and tiring and dirty trip. This is my house, and my
kitchen. I'd be in pretty bad shape if I couldn't even
fix supper, now wouldn't I?" And right away I knew
I shouldn't have said it like that, because she wanted
to be able to take care of me. Even though I could
make it on my own, she wanted to be able to think
that I didn't make it all to well.
I searched for a path out. "Why don't you go and
take a bath to sort of cool you down and relax you,
ok?" I lifted her chin with my fist. "You can cook
tomorrow." She smiled and kissed me on the cheek.
I slapped at her behind as she ran to the bathroom.
I hoped it wouldn't happen. I didn't know what I
would do.
"Bennie!" I looked intently at the french-fries.
"Bennie!"
"What's the matter? You drown?"

"No, silly, I forgot a towel. I was wondering,
would you bring one in to me?"
"Just a minute. I've got to check the french
fries." I fumbled with the towel, with the door knob
to the bathroom. There she was sitting with water
and piles of suda all around her, looking small,
fragile, sexy, but helpless. I threw the towel in and
walked quickly away, but the door was still open
and I could turn around and peek in at her.
The french-fries were burnt, but the meal was
acceptable. She wore a peasant dress with tiny blue
flowers on it. After dinner she curled up on the
couch, and we could talk.
"You don't think I'm crazy Bennie, do you?"
"No, you're not crazy. Sometimes I think that
you are a little mixed up, but who isn't?"
"You really mean that? You think I'm ok?"
"Sure. Why?" I asked even though I knew. It was
her mother again.
"Momma got worse. She didn't take care of Paul
or Matt, and father never knew what to do. I'd walk
in the door, and she used to run away. She'd cry,
'Please, please don't bring those snakes into the
house!' She thought I hated her. 'Why do you bring
them in my house?' Sometimes she would act all
right for a while and she would ask, 'Do you think
I'm crazy?' just like I ask you."
"She beat Matthew the other day. I came in the
door and father was just sitting there crying. Poor
father. He didn't know what to do. I left and went
downtown to the mental health bureau. I had her
committed. I signed the papers. I came back to the
house with a doctor and an orderly. She knew why
they were there. We both cried a lot. She said, 'Oh, I
am wicked, wicked. You hate me, don't you?' I
don't hate her, but she doesn't know."
Beth got up to fix us a drink; to cry in the
kitchen so I wouldn't know.
She came back out and we drank and we talked. I
had my arm around her then. I could just see her
toes stick out from under the skirt.
"That was Thursday afternoon. Now my father
hated me. He doesn't want to face up to her sick
ness. When I came home on Friday he said they
were going to give her shock treatments. He threw
me out of the house."
"You remember my mother after the treatments.
The burns took months to heal. They were always
there, reminding her that she was sick. She picked at
the scabs a lot."
I didn't know what to say to her. She threw
herself at me, kissing me and crying. Saying, Bennie,
I love you. Bennie, I need you." I had to change the
subject. I asked her how her job was going.
She laughed. "There's .a new man in the office
who keeps making passes at me. I told him about
my boyfriend who is a brown belt in judo. He didn't
eleven

seem too impressed, so I told him I met my boy
friend when we were working together on the
McGovern campaign . That got to him. His name is
Philip."
"Whose?"
"Whose what?"
"Whose name is Philip?"
"Oh, Philip is the guy that makes passes at me."
"Who is your boyfriend?"
"My boyfriend? There isn't one. I think I'll name
him-Amos."
"You haven't found anybody?"
"No, I've been there. I'm not trying. Have you?"
"No."
This time she changed the subject. "My father has
to get a new delivery truck this summer. That old
Ford he has will never make it through another
winter. He doesn't know where he will get the
money." Her father used to have one of the largest
routes in the district, but he had to give it up when
his wife went in the hospital for the first time so
that be at home more. But he couldn't handle the
kids alone. At first Beth went back two days a week
to help out. She felt her father needed her.
We made popcorn, and laid on the bed, and
watched TV. She was lying on top of me, unbut
toning my shirt. I made it a point to keep everything
but my shoes on. I fell asleep watching Carson. She
must have gotten up and arranged the bed, and
turned off the TV, because when I woke up I had
the covers over me and the room was dark.
I got up and dressed for work. She heard me and
got up to fix breakfast. I accepted graciously, even
though I don't usually eat breakfast any more.
Everything went wrong at work. I couldn't have
run more than 1900 shots all day. Probably about
900 of them weren't up to spec. I cracked a die, and
just had a lot of problems with that damn machine.
And all the time Stop-the-car is sitting over at his
machine with his "When-you-have-worked-here-as
long-as-I-have-worked-here" grin on his face.
That bastard. When I started working there he
sort of took me under his wing. He would talk to me
a lot about his conquests of love and money. We'd
be sitting around and he would tell me about the
time he and his brother-in-law went through a broth
el in southern France, and satisfied every woman in
the house. I would nod like it was the gospel, all the
time wondering if he knew where France was.
"Little Ben," he would say, "you are ok. I'm
going to personally teach you everything I know."
Then he'd smile.
That day at lunch he asked me about Beth, and
how the visit was going. "Little Ben," he said, after I
told him, "it sounds like you got yourself an un
happy woman. There ain't nothing that makes a
woman happy like a good lay. You want to make
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her happy, don't you? Don't worry about all those
rules. I don't want to hear about morals-that's just
rules. You'll find once you break the rules they
don't mean nothing. You got nothing to worry
about."
In the afternoon, when my machine was down for
the fifth time, Gene, my foreman, came over. Stop
the-car came over too.
Gene was in the middle of asking me how he was
ever going to meet his quota while I ran one of the
machines, and Stop-the-car says, "Gene, don't be
too hard on the boy. He's got worn-an problems."
He smiled through those damn yellow holes in his
teeth. Then I had to tell how Beth was up to visit
me. Gene's parting words were, "Try to get a little
more sleep tonight, all right?"
Beth had made a tuna casserole for supper. I
couldn't think of anything to say. She had gone
window shopping during the day.
"Why didn't you buy anything?"
"I can't afford it."
"Tell me what you want and I'll get it for you."
"No, I don't want you to get me anything.
You've given me a place to stay for a few days.
That's all you can do."
"Elizabeth, I'll do anything I can."
"Yeah, Bennie, sure. I appreciate you putting me
up. I'm going home tomorrow. Dad won't be mad
any more. He'll want me back home to take care of
the kids."
"You don't have to go."
"Yes, I do."
After dinner I needed something to fill the time.
We went to a movie. It was like back in high school,
nervous over holding her hand. Her hair hung down
on my shoulder. After the movie it was easy. She
was staying at my apartment. But she was like a
sister, small, delicate, like a little girl. She slept in
my arms.
In the morning I asked her to stay again. She
knew I was serious, but she still wouldn't stay.
I took the morning off from work and saw her off
at the bus terminal. She didn't want me to bother,
but I did it anyway. It was the least I could do-but
I couldn't do any more.
I thought she would cry. She made me promise to
come down to see her. I won't ever go, but I said
yes. She threw those big furry coat arms around my
neck and kissed me good-by. When she boarded the
bus I was crying.
Looking back, I guess stop-the-car was right. What
with her mother crazy, and her father too impotent
to even make a living selling eggs any more, and one
marriage down the tube, she's had a hell of a life.
The rules have all been broken before.
Ray Fitch

Old Aunt
1

You notice it first,
A pause between voices.
The careful ruling
Of sentence and verse.
It will grow like an echo.
Ameobic.
You find that it has doubled
When you wake.
3

Like the waiting.
A stasis. A stop.

The space between the walls
Hangs in the air like crepe.
Papered with conversations,
It is no just reward.
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This old hand bag, tired shoe.
It all leads back to you.
The fading curtains,
You can join them now.
You are their duty. They
Are waiti ng for your call.
Old crucifix, old kettle,
Are you not sick with grief?
The lies. The mirrors.
Questionable dust.

2

Dull stillness,
This is the afternoon.

And secrets, secrets, secrets,
Rusti ng out.
Stephen Alewynse

Old photograph
People. Frozen like furniture.
The water
Turned them brown.
They stare, they smile.
They smile, they do not touch.
They have nothing
To say to you now.
thirteen

To The UPI
Let me shiver from holes in the fingertips of my gloves,
paintbrush in hand and nothing in my stomach.
Let me skip town for a weekend in November
and not come back till May.
Let me write twenty poems beginning with
"The autumn clouds were clenched. ...".
Let me bake bisquits just to smell them.
Let me draw a face as a star forever.
Let me hear the song.
Turn it up.
Let me make three quarts of cranberry sauce for a
Thanksgiving of two.
Let me wear perfume that smells like old dope smoke.
Let me live in an apartment in coup-ed A thens for seven months.
I want to see the tanks and bus barricades myself
The UPI ain't a good enough eye for me.

Spoon fashion
warm
with built-in rug
to sleep
with arm
heavy-draped
around me
beard at my neck
warm whispers
tickle ear and mind
we laughed
lay like spoons together
and slept

Daryl Johnson

sarajane
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Doppelganger

Recorded Remark
I wish I knew Grampa better.
We always used to say, "Let's go
out to the barn and see Grampa,"
but really we just played with
the cows.
Katherine Nelson

Dishwater lady,
lady of the tin foil and the shop windows,
upside-down lady of teaspoons;
Don't look so smug.
If I were a man,
I would screw myself into you
and make you melt, whelping and moani ng, into me.
Then, I'd no longer think of you.
Then, you would not watch my every move.
Go ahead and smirk, you silly bitch;
Just don't forget-we're in this together.
Coleen Maloney
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The House
'Son of man, can these bones live?' Ezekiel 3 7: 3
My Father's house peels.
A dead cutaneous layer of bright white paint flakes pale
into the cracked concrete driveway: a valley of dry bones
where only weeds will sprout anew, seemingly grotesque
in their perennial survival of scythe and poison.
Time's dissection has exposed long furrows
in the gray siding from which the spiders hunt;
on the front porch the Three Pillars are off plumb
and a linear crack circles the foundationthat irregular fl.ow of inertia has at last joined its origin;
the bricks are cleaved and the mortar crumbling;
a grave, now, yet to be sealed in its familiar ground.

Tree, You, and Me
Wither. pouring outward
and still not touching.
she weeps and sheds her young
that they might know
a falling down
beneath the sun.
as death knows dying
there speeds a wither.
a pouring outward.
Christopher Atwood

In my life no breath has entered this ossified frame
nor reconciled the shifted joints;
the House no longer breathes with the natural seasons.
The House has settled.
Steve Mancinelli

Emily Dickenson
It has found me again.
Old cobble of distance,
Time glass. The seed
In the root's eye

Ritual
Grandmother does not rock in a rocking chair.
Born a farm girl, she rises at five,
But with no cows to milk
Switches on her televisionThe first in her town.
She fixes breakfast, wakes mom, then me,
and we eat as she recaps current events.
Mother goes back to bed.
Grandma and I walk past slumbering downtown
And sit due east on the beach grass,
Impatient for the sun.

Issues a vacancy,
The door, the door.
I do not see you anymore.
The way you used to come
and call,
And trace New England
Out across my hand.
But nowMy restlessness, and nowWe cannot understand.
Stephen Alewynse

Adelaide Whitehouse
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Small, hard, and reassuring
it rested in my slightly closed hand
It brings good fortune as the legend goes
I wear the talisman with honor but disdain the prestige
Twice given, twice received
it remains in sight for all to see
a constant within a realm of chaos
Adrift in a thundering sea
Surrounded with a ring of blinding, yellow light
the talisman rises and falls
Yet it endures, as I do.

Off-white stone carved to a
rounded Gothic point.
Old pews in wood breathing of
withered flowers and hymnals.
Vast empty darkness dampened
by weary exit lights in
2 corners.
The tarnished brass columns
hold ivy of aging gold,
the little plates of
soiled colored glass,
suddenly disturbed by the
smooth trajectory of a rock
flung from the arm
of an oppressed child.

Scott Lenheiser

Randolph Putula

The Talisman

Dance
Muscles flex and strain against
an invisible hand of restraint.
Erupting like bombs their pattern spreading
to the very tips of her fingers
she moves.
Arms coil and crouching-she springs,
and breaking free from earth's stubborn hold
with weightless limbs into her own private space
she floats.
Her soul bursts from within, spilling itself out
it drains into her slender body.
Finally empty she is pulled back to earth
by the gravity
she defies.
Mark Bergsma
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A Little Knowledge
We sit and read:
you in your old bathrobe
red and blue stripes
dulled by the harsh kitchen bulb,
eyes squinted against the glare.
Shifting on the hard chrome seat
you frown at the calculus
and mumble fragmented formulas
as your pencil scrawls digits
across and down the page.
I read on, ignored on the stuffed chair,
legs curled beneath my body.
Your sigh disturbs the room
and I look uppulling my thoughts from the hard-sell
of Gloria Steinem.
Tired has crept into your neck.
I ought to leave my book
brew some Russian tea
and rub love into your shoulders.
But the printed page is too strong
and I hesitate,
newly learned ideas stifling my desire.
Twisting your neck eases the tension
and a lock of brown hair curls across your forehead
curls across your forehead;
your smile defeats my resolve.
I mark my book to come to you
but you've turned back,
frowning and scribbling.
The sigh this time is mine
and I settle back into the room.

On Television #4
Strange scene,
child and box
exchanging glances;
box talking
child listening
intently gazing
captured. . . .
but not struggling
Mark Bergsma

Joan Schramm
When mortal woman falls in love with man
And he, so blind, can no fault in her see
How blind then is cute Cupid thought to be
That two arrows from his twice-tender hand
Can so correctly seek their hearts and land,
Thus making one of separate "me" and "thee,"
Casting all doubts like rocks into the sea,
Uniting two as only sweet love can.
Pink Cupid, blind though he may be, is not
So deaf he cannot hear one heart's soft cry
And the other's immediate reply;
And strange as it may seem, it matters not
How many seas between them lie. So sure
His hand, the darts so swift send them love pure.
sarajane
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Burst
In matching red-checkered shirts
we walked in the rain of old San Juan.
My sandals slipped on blue brick streets
and you gave me your arm over
gutters flushing of salt boxes and mango pits.
We stopped for shelter in one of the huge open doorways
to a deserted pool hall.
I talked of clouds, you smoked our last cigarette.
Resigned to the rain, we ventured inside
where a short dark man tended bar.
You bought Sa/ems
and then stuffed the pinball machine with the change.
We played four games and I won.
Were you mad at me for that?
We tried to ignore the men with soaked shirts and panama hats
that collected in the doorway.
The unexpected downpour made them share this moment, this place
with us. You said, "Let's go".
We shook open the black umbrella
and slid out,
leaving four butts by the pinball machine
and the words we exchanged hanging in the musty air.
Daryl Johnson

After the Buffulo Abortion Clinic
They entered the clinic's clean, clinging room.
Her name was called and she shyly went in
To have a life removed from her young womb;
It was over soon and they left their sin.
Backs to the earth, they lay by the squirrel tree,
Scratching mosquito bites. Listen, breathe in,
Breathe out. Quiet dark clouds billowed up free
And chilled the sun; one wet drop stung her chin.
The clouds delivered a clean, bursting rain.
Drenched and laughing they slipped down the mud hill
And fell at the bottom. Once up again
They labored back, back over the sludge hill.
Her sneakers stayed stuck there, laces undone,
Nature's libation bearers for a son.
Adelaide Whitehouse
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My Last Cigar
'Twas off the blue Canary Isles, one glorious summer's day
I sat upon the quarter deck, and puffed my cares away.
And as the clouds of smoke arose, like incense in the air,
I breathed a sigh to think, my Lord, it was my last cigar.
My Lord, I breathed a sigh to think, it was my last cigar.
I've seen the land of all I love, fade in the distant dim,
I've watched above the blighted heart, where once fond hope had been.
But I've never known a sorrow that could with that compare
As off the blue Canary Isles, I smoked my last cigar.
Scott Lenheiser

The Greatest Show
Harlequin character in motly garb,
what shows we had in your arena
your face changing with the days:
Lion-tamer, Horse-trainer, Juggler,
and always Ring-master
in silk hat and high boots.
Always you in the center ring, illuminated,
bowing to silent applause,
while I danced off-stage
waiting for the cue that never came.
Come back comedian, funny-man,
clown with the unpainted face.
The big-top houses children no longer;
even the elephants have gone.
Come-pander to wordly desires.
Wave and smile to a waiting crowd.
Revive the circus.
Joan Schramm

After the Road
Isaac Milford walked the hard dirt field-road with
Jason, his nephew. It was March, and cold. The first
spring thaw had cleared away most of the snow and
the creek ice had broken, the pieces riding down
stream and melting into the flow, but the soil was
still frozen in.
Isaac carried the gun. He walked the road and
remembered, as a boy, walking with his father, his
father carrying the gun. Walking when the earth
thawed and he sank to his ankles in the spring mud.
That was the time to go to the fields, to clear the
winter rot and turn the moist earth under. Jason
knew that: the boy jumped and landed flat on both
feet, then looked back as they walked to see if he
had left any mark in the road. There was no mark
yet.
He had not seen the boy in a long time, in nine
years, since he had stood as Jason's godfather. He
had not been on the road in nine years. Since Isaac
and his next brother Abraham left home for the city
the family hadn't all gotten together often. At first
it had been Christmas and Thanksgiving and occa
sions, then just Christmas and occasions. Then fi-
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nally, just occasions-baptisms, marriages, funerals.
Even nine years ago it had only been Isaac and his
youngest brother, Benjamin. Ma and Pa, Abraham
and the girls were all gone before that.
Now Benjamin was gone; Isaac had come home to
bury him.
The call had come early in the morning, before
people got up on Saturdays in the city. The voice
had been a woman's.
"This Isaac Milford?"
"It is." He could tell by the sound of the voice
that it was from home.
"This is Flo. We've had an accident here and we
wondered if you could come down."
He had not heard his sister-in-law's voice since
Christmas. He called his brother every Christmas. He
wondered why Benjamin was not calling now.
"If you want I can come right down. What sort of
accident?"
"It's Benjamin."
He waited for her to continue. She did not.
"How is he?"
"He's dead, Isaac."
It was after she spoke that he realized that he
should have known it himself. From her tone. From.
what she did say. He was family; h<i'. should have
heard it in her voice. She had expected him to and it
caught her off guard that he didn't. It took her that
moment, long enough to breathe, to put the words
together and tell him.
"He's dead." Then he wished he hadn't made her
say it, because now he had to answer her, just as if
she had asked him a question. He had to say some
thjng to her as a brother, as the last man in the
family. He had to say something strong and com
forting to her through the phone.
He hesitated, then said "I'll leave immediately,"
and hung up the receiver.
He showered, shaved and dressed. He put a pot of
water on the range and packed his overnight case
while it heated. He closed the catches as the pot
whistled and carried the case from the bedroom to
the livingroom, where he set it on the coffee-table.
He went into the kitchen, took the pot from the
range and brewed a cup of instant coffee. He lifted
the phone and carried it and his coffee to the
kitchen table. He sat down.
At 6: 30 on Saturday there was no one from the
firm that he could call and explain that he had to go
out of town, death in the family. He dialed the
office number. It answered in one ring.
"Johnson, Baker and Milford, Attorneys-at-Law,"
said the secretary's recorded voice. "The office is
closed. After the tone you will have one minute to
record a message. Please leave your number; we will
return your call at our earliest convenience."
He waited for the beep, then said "This is Ike. I'm
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going out of town for a few days; I should be back
by the middle of the week." Be took a drink of
coffee. The recorder beeped softly after ten seconds.
"There shouldn't be any problem, I don't have any- ·
thing up until Thursday." The recorder beeped. "If
I'm going to be held up longer I'll call Monday or
Tuesday. You took another drink. The recorder
beeped. "My brother died." He had waited for the
recorder to beep again, then hung up.
Now he and Jason were up on the Ridge, up the
last steep slope and to the edge of the Milford land.
Good land, slope and bottom land. Enough slope to
carry the rain down and make good muck, good
potato land, but not too much that the water would
run too fast and wash out the soil.
He turned at the top to look down over the land.
Jason turned with him.
"It's pretty from here," said Isaac. "Good and
clean."
"Be better later, when it comes green," said Ja
son. "Orchards come first."
"And right after the oaks," said Isaac, moving his
hand in the direction of the four trees that stood
around the house. Jason nodded.
The house was not much changed in nine years,
not much changed in ninety, Isaac imagined. Square
and solid with an oak at each corner. At the corners
to keep the house in shade when it was hot but still
let the sunlight come in the windows.
It was easy to be in that house, even now. Not so
easy to come to, to come back to so much later. But
easy to be in once you were there. It didn't change
with other things; it stood there solid and square
and green in the shade of those oaks. Same green,
never faded.
"Your father paint last year, Jason?" The boy
nodded.
Flo had been more careful after the phone call.
She saw that it was hard to come back, hard to
remember.
She'd met him at the car, pulled the door open
from the outside as he opened it from the inside.
Took him by the arm and walked him into the
house, talking as they went. Didn't give him a
chance to say "I came as quickly as I could" or "I'm
so sorry" or to be silent and embarrassed. She didn't
didn't chatter because she was afraid of quiet; she
took him by the arm and said "Lord knows how
thankful I am you come down so quick. I know how
busy you are and all and how hard it must be to just
leave everything when all this come up so quick. I'm
grateful it worked out alright." By that time they
were on the porch and she said "Step in and wash
up. I made up some hash and biscuits and the
coffee's on in the kitchen. Jason's bringing in your
things." She left him at the stairs and went into the
kitchen.

When he left the bathroom he found his bag on a
freshly made bed in the room he had· shared with
Abraham. He opened the case, took the hair brush
from his shaving-kit and brushed his hair before the
bureau mirror. He laid the brush on the bureau, then
took off his coat and tie and hung them on the
clothes-tree. Then he went downstairs to lunch.
She had dished up hash on that hard-oak table
with the blue gingham table cloth. Hash with onions
and potatoes and rice, that his mother had made,
that his sisters had made. Hash that country women
make and serve up with hot biscuits. The calm,
strong-handed women that live on farms; the women
that farmers marry.
Flo never showed him any tears, but Isaac heard
the sounds at night from down the hall, the soft
sobs of her weeping in the master bedroom.
But Monday night, the night of the day they had
buried Benjamin, about the time the weeping
started, she came to his room. He had been reading
the New Yorker, reading so that he could fall asleep
in the house, quiet except for the sobs that would
start. He didn't hear her come down the hall, her
knock at the door startled him.
"Isaac, you asleep?" she said.
"No, just reading."
"Can I come in for a minute?"
He rose from the bed and opened the door, step
ping back so that she could come in.
"I just wanted to give you this," she said. She
held out the gun to him. His father's gun; his grand
father's gun. "We wanted you to have it. Benjamin
and I. We were talking about it just last week. He
said it was yours. We were going to send it to you."
"It's not mine."
"Benjamin said he'd got to thinking about it one
day, and it didn't seem right to him. You're the
eldest and here we have all the family things. It all
would have rightfully gone to you, he said, not to
him the baby of the family. But we figured you
couldn't do much in the city with a plow. He said
maybe we should send you a peck of topsoil every
week and that way we could move the farm right up
there with you," she said. "But he wanted you to
have the gun. It's the family gun, it belongs to the
eldest. I know you don't have anything much to
shoot at, but it's old; it must be worth something as
an antique. Benjamin said it still works fine; he was
using it just last week to run off a dog was in the
henyard."
"Thank you."
She said goodnight; she left and went to her
room. In a few minutes he had heard the sobs.
Jason was looking at him. "Well," said Isaac to
him" Let's get on up this road.
Jason should have been in school. Isaac and Flo
had planned to go into town to settle the estate. The

school called to say Jason was sick; Jason was com
ing home. Isaac had said that he would stay home
with the boy, that everything was clear legally and
she really didn't need him in town.
Flo said someone from the school would bring
Jason home. Isaac waited for him on the front steps.
He held the gun, and as he waited he polished the
barrel.
He could remember his grandfather sitting with
the gun. Polishing it. Talking about it like an old
friend. Granddaddy said that with a gun you always
knew what was what. If there was a shot fired, there
was a man that had fired it, and it was his just as
sure as if it had his name on it. It was his and what it
did was his. No accidents.
Granddaddy didn't believe in accidents. When
Isaac broke a window with a ball, Granddaddy said
it didn't mind that he didn't mean to do it; what's
done is done and has got to have someone to own he
did it. Someone to face up to it. All the circum
stances you got don't change the price that some
body's going to have to pay, Granddaddy said.
Granddaddy remembered when his daddy hunted
down a man had killed another man.
Isaac wondered if Granddaddy had ever shot a
man.
A car pulled into the yard and the woman said
that she was the vice-principal at the school and that
she remembered Isaac, he had been a year ahead of
her in school. She said "I was so sorry to hear about
your brother," and "I hope you will be back to visit
again on a happier occasion." Isaac had played base
ball with her husband.
"Jason," he said "do you want to go to bed?"
"No sir."
"Do you want to have some lunch?" The boy
shook his head. "Do you feel sick?" Jason looked
up at him and did not answer. "Would you like to
go for a walk?" After a moment he nodded. Isaac
picked up the gun off the porch step and they had
started across the yard toward the field-road.
Now they were coming up on the buildings, the
houses and barns of the neighboring farms. Isaac
surprised himself with how much he remembered of
the families and their land. As a house came into
sight he would tell Jason the name. He was always
right, they were still all the same-Clayton, Davis,
Brodie.
"How d'you do that?" Jason said.
"Do what?"
"Know all them things?"
"What things?"
"About the names. About the oaks."
"I used to live here, Jason. I know them just like
you know them."
"Where'd you live?"
"Where you live now."
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"No you didn't."
"Sure I did."
"I never seen you there before."
"It was a long time ago, Jason. You wouldn't
remember.''
"Yes I would. I remember real good."
"But this was before you were born."
"You fooling me?"
"No Jason. Of course not."
"Cross your heart?"
"And hope to die. You want a drink?" They
stepped off the road into the yard behind Brodie's
barn. Isaac lifted the can that hung on the pump and
handed it to Jason. The boy held the can under the
spout while he pumped it full of water. Jason took a
drink and then passed the can to his uncle.
"Uncle Isaac, will you swear not to tell Mama?"
"Tell her what?"
"Tell her what I '11 tell you if you swear not to
tell?" Isaac nodded. "I wasn't sick today in school."
"No?"
"This boy said his daddy said my daddy died
because he was a damn fool for leaving the truck
and not waiting for help."
"What did you say?"
"Nothing. I come home."
"Oh."
"I knew if I stayed I have to hit him."
"So you come home?"
"I figured if I'm going to hit him and get m
trouble for it I got to think about it first. That's
what Daddy says; you got to think about it good
before you do it." Isaac handed the can back to
Jason and they filled it again.
"Jason, you know whose gun this is?"
"Yes sir. It's Daddy's."
"You know where it belongs?"
"In the kitchen rack."
"You ever touch it, Jason?"
"No sir."
"Why not?"
"I can't reach it."
"Couldn't you stand on a chair?"
"No sir. I'm not man enough to reach it."
"Your father tell you that, too?"
"Yes sir."
"Well, that's right then." He hung the can back
on the pump. "Now listen to what I'm going to tell
you. Before I leave today I'm going to take this gun
and put it in that rack. I'm going to leave it there for
you. And when you can reach it, then you take it
down, because it's yours. Alright?"
"Yes sir."
"You ready to go home now?"
"Yes sir."
Carol Yeckel
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Cat
A ghost in the cellar!
Movement-a response.
Two eyes and a silence,
Beckoning. Come.
The air breathes murder,
Have you heard?
The clocks speak in whispers.
They do not disturb
The dust. This darkness,
Dry.
Dry as a saint.
The very skin of purity.
Austere.
There is so little here.
Calculation.
Gravity
Wisp of hair and a reason.
Stephen Alewynse

City Ants
The black ants sprawl,
circling on cement,
charging into each other
like bumper buggies
in the amusement park.
Daryl Johnson

The Guest
Tender wisps the soften snowflakes
gently gliding, finding its way
(like some distinguished guest
amongst the party-goers)
be melts.
and vanishes in the crowd.
Christopher Atwood

Drugstore
"Let's see, Mrs. Woods, that will be $6.95, al
together," said Tom.
"Does that include my laxitive, young man? And
you didn't forget my vitamin B-complex, did you?
My doctor assured me that it helps my skin tone,
you know," said Mrs. Woods, stroking her cheek.
"Now how much did you say that was, hmmm?"
"That's $6.95 with tax, Mrs. Woods. I didn't
forget your vitamin B-complex," he said, smiling at
her wrinkled face.
Mrs. Woods unfastened a small black coin purse
that was pinned to the lining of her. coat, and
counted out the exact amount in quarters, dimes,
and nickles.
"There you are, Tommy, there you are," she said,
pushing the change across the counter. Now, be a
good boy and put my things in a large paper bag for
me and I'll be on my way," she said.
"One large paper bag, coming up," said Tom. He
packed up the old woman's purchases, folded the
top of the bag and stapled her receipt to it. "All set,
Mrs. Woods."
"Thank you, thank you. See you next week,
Tommy boy. Give my best to your parents," she
said, taking the package from him.
"Right. 'Bye now, Mrs. Woods."
" 'Bye-bye Tommy." She grasped the package
firmly with both hands and teetered out the door.
Seeing no other customers to wait on, the young
boy went into the back room of Hansen's drugstore
for more stock that needed to be shelved. He
dragged a case of cough syrup out to the middle of
the store and began ripping open the cardboard box.
Al Lacey, the manager of Hansen's, breezed into the
store.
"Hi-ho, Tom my boy! Back from lunch. Ate with
old man Johnson. He wants to sell his hardware
store and retire. We talked prices, but he's pretty
sharp for an old codger. Knows exactly how much
his property is worth. Think I can talk him down at
least five hundred, though. Have to work on that
one. This town is growing and I may need to expand
in a couple of years. Never can tell. Do much busi-
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ness while I was gone?" he said,loosening his tie.
"No, not much. It's been pretty slow today.Mrs.
Woods was in and-"
"Good. I'm glad she came while I was out.Can't
stand that fumbling old woman and her exact
change. Say,did she ask you for an extra large paper
bag? One bigger than she would've needed for the
things she bought?" he asked.
"Why,yes she did," said Tom.
"Well listen,Tommy boy,from now on don't give
that woman any larger a bag than she needs.I can't
afford using up those big bags on that old bag when
the littler ones will do.Understand?"
"Yes Mr.Lacey."
"Now, if somebody important comes in and
wants a large bag, you be sure to give it to them.
Understand?" he said.
"But Mr. Lacey-"
"You see Tommy,I've been manager in this place
for three years and I know a lot more about the
ways of the business world. I know this is your first
summer here and that you're just a freshman in high
school, so you've got a lot to learn about people.
I'm going to keep my eye on you, boy. You're
promising material. You pay attention to what I
teach you and I'11 be able to land you a place in
McAlister Business College.Good school.Graduated
tenth in my class, you know. I've got some connec
tions over there and with a recommendation from
me you'd be in like Flynn.What do you say to that,
eh?"
"Gosh, Mr. Lacey, I don't know. I'll have to ask
my folks about it. They haven't said too much
about sending me to college. I have to get through
high school first."
"No time like the present to think about the
future, that's my motto. Well, get on with stocking
the shelves. Have to balance the books, so I'll be in
the back if you need anything."
"Right,Mr.Lacey."
A frumpy housewife hurried into the store.
"Hello, Mrs.Carter," said Tom. "What can I-"
"Oh, Tommy! Please get me a bottle of that
medicine that I bought before when Bill was
colicky. It's the only thing that settles him until I
can get him to the doctor. He's been just miserable,
up all night crying and about an hour ago he started
throwing up," she said,fumbling in her purse for her
wallet.
Tom went over to the shelves behind the counter.
"Let's see,that's made by Juneway,isn't it?"
"Yes,that's the one."
"I don't see it here on the shelf. Let me check in
the back."
Tom went into the back room where Al sat at the
adding machine.
"Mr. Lacey, do we have any more of that colic
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medicine made by Juneway?"
"Juneway. Juneway ...ummm, let's see here.
Oh. No, I've stopped ordering it because it costs too
much.That's Mrs.Carter out there,isn't it?"
"Yes,sir."
"Well, give her the colic medicine made by Hook
and Hook. Tell her that it's just as good and a lot
cheaper."
"Okay."
Tom went back out front where the nervous mother
was waiting.
"I'm sorry Mrs. Carter, but we're not carrying
Juneway anymore. Hook and Hook makes a similar
product that's not as expensive. Would you like a
bottle of that?"
"Hook and Hook?! Heavens no! I've used their
syrup before and it made Billy worse. I've got to
have Juneway's."
"You could try Freeman's drugs, they might
carry Juneway's. If they don't have it, I do know
that Loman's drugs in Fentville carries it. My aunt
lives there and she always uses Juneway's for my
baby cousin."
"Thanks Tom, I'll do that. That's Loman's
drugs?"
"Right.In Fentville."
"Got it. Thanks again.'Bye now."
"So long,Mrs.Carter."
Al came out of the back room with a ledger in
one hand and scratching his head with the other.
"We ordered that last month ...hmmm. Say
Tommy,did she buy the colic stuff?"
"No, Mr. Lacey. She said she'd tried Hook and
Hook before and it only made her baby worse. I
told her to try either Freeman's or Loman's drugs in
Fentville."
"Tommy, Tommy, Tommy. I see you do have a
lot to learn about selling to people. If she didn't
want Hook and Hook, you've got to push another
product on her. People are willing to buy anything if
you make the product convincing enough! Heavens
boy, we have at least six other colic syrups here on
the shelves. Push! Push! That's what you and I are
here for,to tell the customers what they want.They
don't know what they want when they come into a
store. They expect the salesmen to sell them on a
product. What does Mrs.Carter know about colic or
it's cure? Nothing, my boy, nothing! She only
knows what we tell her!"
"But she said she wanted Juneway's,and since we
didn't have it I figured I could tell her where she
might be able to find it. I was just trying to help."
"Help! That's exactly what I'm talking about!
We're here to help the customer choose from our
products. Do you think I make money by telling
people to go shop at Freeman's?Heavens boy,I'd be
out of business in a week!" he said, running his

fingers through his crewcut.
"I'm sorry Mr.Lacey.I thought-"
"Sorry? Don't be sorry,boy. Look,tell you what
I'll do. I'll take over when the next customer comes
in and you just go about stocking the shelves. But
watch very closely at how I handle the customer.I'll
guarantee you that they'll buy something and walk
out satisfied."
"Yes sir," said Tom ashamedly.
Tom returned to stocking the shelves with cough
medicine. Al went over to a mirror by the counter,
straightened his tie, and ran his hands through his
hair.
"A neat appearance always counts for something
in the business world,Tommy. Remember that," he
said,flicking some imaginary dust from the sleeve of
his sports coat. Al selected a toothpick from the
dispenser on the counter and scraped the final traces
of a tuna fish sandwich from his teeth. He went over
to the water cooler, dribbled some water into a
paper cup and gulped it down.He then took a small
spray bottle of mouthwash from the window display
case, squished a few squirts through his fleshy lips,
and returned the bottle to the case.
An old man in a battered grey trenchcoat shuffled
into Hansen's. He paused every few steps to catch
his breath. Al winked at Tom as though to say,this
old fellow is going to be a real pushover.
"Good afternoon, sir.Nice day we're having,isn't
it?" grinned Al.
The old man continued his slow progress towards
the personal needs section of Hansen's, heedless to
what Al had said to him. Al's grin turned into a
quizzical smile.He cleared his throat and spoke a bit
louder.
"Excuse me, sir. Can I help you find what you're
looking for?"
The old man still did not turn around.Al went over
to him and tapped him on the shoulder.
"Eh! What's that you want, young man?" rasped
the old man,startled by Al.
"Can I help-"
"Oh fiddle! I did it again," he mumbled to him
self."Just a minute,young man,just a minute." The
old man's hands shook as he unbuttoned his coat.
Reaching into his shirt pocket he pulled out the
volume control to his hearing aid and turned it up.
"Blast the thing!" He fiddled with the dial and
shook the small box. He snapped his fingers by his
ear and said, "There, that sounds about right.Now,
what was it you were saying, young man?" he
cackled.
"Can I help you find what you're looking for?"
asked Al, running his fingers through his short,
bristly hair.
"Why yes, I suppose you can. I need a ...a ...
ahh, let's see, it wasn't denture cream.No,I bought

that already. Hmmm. What was it?" he said,raising
one eyebrow and scratching his sparse white hair
with his index finger.
"Dermassage! No no no, that's not it." The old
man began to pick at his long, yellowed fingernails.
"My my my, these are in bad shape. Really should
have Doris do something about them ...oh!Yes,of
course, that's what I came down here for!A finger
nail clipper. Do you have them, young man?" he
said,cocking one eyebrow at Al.
"Sure do!I'll get one for you." Al brought back a
small fingernail clipper. "Here we are. The best
made to date. Not only do you get a clipper, but
inside is a small nail file. For your convenience we
also have a small chain that can be attached to the
clipper so that you can carry it with your keys.
Would you like the clipper with or without the
chain,sir?"
"Hee hee hee," chuckled the old man.He looked
at the small clipper in Al's hand and then down at
his long, brittle, and cracked nails. "Hee hee hee.
Listen, young man, I bought a clipper like that
before and these old nails of mine actually broke the
thing. Yep, broke that old clipper right in half. Heh,
thought Doris was going to fall off her chair when
that happened. We had a good laugh over that. I'm
afraid this one just won't do,young man."
"We carry manicure scissors. Let me show you
what we carry in that line." said Al,starting for the
display case.
"No no no! No scissors! Those blasted things are
so sharp I end up poking holes in my fingers instead
of cutting my nails.There's a certain kind of clipper
Doris and I use but I lost them. They're long han
dled.You have anything like that?"
"Long handles? Hmmm. Never heard of ...Oh!
You must mean toenail clippers.I'm sorry but we've
stopped carrying them because there wasn't any
demand for them. We do have some very durable
nailfiles that would be just as good as a clipper.Let
me show you-"
"Nope. Sorry, young man. Doris and I use noth
ing but that one kind of clipper. Since you don't
have them I guess I'll have to try someplace else.
Could you recommend another store?"
"But I guarantee you'll like this nail file. Use it
myself,and it features-"
"But I don't want. a nail file. I want those long
handled clippers. If you can't tell me where I can
find them, I'll just have to go out and find them
myself." The old man turned to leave.
"Sir! Just a minute sir." said Tom, coming out
from behind the shelves.
"What is it,sonny?"
"You ...you can get those kind of clippers ...
at, uh, at Freeman's drugs, sir." said Tom, avoiding
Al's glare.
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"Freeman's? Why, thanks ever so much, sonny.
I'll try them." The old man shuffled out the door,
pausing every few steps to catch his breath.As soon
as the old man was out the door,Al turned to Tom.
"Get your coat and go home," he said curtly.
"But I haven't finished-"
"You're finished here until you can learn to do
what I tell you. You were supposed to be watching
how I handle the customer, not sticking your nose
in and telling him to go shop at Freeman's. That's
twice in one day! I can't afford that, boy. Now get
your coat and go home."
"But Mr. Lacey-"
"Come back in a week and I'll see if I want to
keep you on," he said over his shoulder as he walked
into the back room. Tom angrily grabbed his jacket
and left. Once outside, he shoved his hands deep
into his pockets and trudged home.He passed Free
man's and decided to go in for a soda.
"Hi,Tommy.What can I do for you?"
"Hi, Mr.Freeman. I'd like a chocolate soda," said
Tom.
"Coming right up. Say, aren't you out of work
early?" said Mr.Freeman.
"I ... I ...uh, have to go home and ...uh,
babysit for my little sister," said Tom,fiddling with
the napkin holder.
"I see. Here's your soda, Tommy.That'll be fifty
cents."
Tom laid two quarters on the counter and sullenly
sipped his soda. Behind him a voice said, "I got 'em,
sonny. I got the clippers." Tom turned around and
looked into the wrinkled face of the old man who
grinned a dentureless smile at him. He was waving
the long handled clippers in front of Tom's nose.
"This place had 'em, just like you said," he said,
easing himself onto a stool next to Tom. "Say,
young man," he said to Mr. Freeman, "give me a
cup of coffee. Mind if I join you?" he asked Tom.
"No sir," said Tom, smiling at the way the old
man's feet didn't even reach the floor from his stool.
He wrapped his feet around the base of the stool to
help keep his balance.
"Say, let me ask you something. That fella, the
one who took care of me in Hansen's. He your
boss?" said the old man, peering at Tom over the
rim of his coffee cup.
"Yes,he is."
"Interesting the way he really wanted to sell me
something, you know? Almost like he was out to
prove something to somebody. Tell me something.
Is there a rivalry between this store and the place
you work at? I got the feeling your boss really
didn't want to tell me about Freeman's."
"I ... I guess he just doesn't like to lose business,
that's all," shrugged Tom.
"Nothing wrong with that. But there's nothing
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wrong in not having what I want, either. A fellow's
got to be honest enough to admit when he's lacking
in something. Your boss is wasting his time and
mine when he tries to tell me what I need or want
when I already know!" The old man sloshed some
coffee on the counter before he got it to his mouth
to drink.
"Mr. Lacey, that's my boss, he was just trying to
show me the way to sell things to people. He told
me to watch while he sold something to you. He got
kind of mad at me for telling you to come to
Freeman's. He told me to sell our products and not
send people to another store," shrugged Tom.
"Boy, never let anyone tell you what to do. I
needed these clippers and I respect a fella that can
tell me where I can find what I need instead of
trying to pawn off some other stuff on me. Nope,
never let anyone tell you what to do.And don't ever
do what you don't want to do. Now don't get me
wrong, there's things in life you have to do. Things
like emptying the garbage, cleaning up after your
self, things everyone has to do just because they
have to be done. I'm talking about the important
things. Like making decisions. You're the only one
who knows what you want or don't want to do.
Like this morning. Doris and I go through this every
morning, have been for over ten years now. She'll
set that blasted glass of buttermilk in front of me
and tell me to drink it. Tells me it's good for me.
Now that may be, I have no doubt about it being
good for me. But I just don't like buttermilk,never
have and never will. She's just wasting my time and
hers by trying to get me to drink that sour stuff.
Same things goes for your Mr. Lacey. Trying to tell
me something else would cut my nails.Now does he
know how tough these old nails are? Course not!
Don't expect him to, either. He's too young yet to
know. Anyway, how can he tell me what will or
won't cut my nails! Can't! I know these long
handled clippers do the job and I'll stick by that the
rest of my life,just like I know I don't like butter
milk and won't drink it!" he stopped, gasping for
air, his face red and perspiring.He took a long drink
of coffee.
The old man said quietly, "Boy, you can't let
anybody tell you what to do. You've got to decide
things for yourself. Otherwise you'11 be living your
life the way somebody else wants it. And that's no
fun." He winked at Tom, slapped a dime down on
the counter, and climbed down from the stool. "See
you,sonny," he rasped.
" 'Bye,sir," said Tom. "And, and thanks."
The old man grinned another toothless grin at
Tom and shuffled out the door, pausing every few
steps to catch his breath.
Adelaide Whitehouse

"Freeman's? Why, thanks ever so much, sonny.
I'll try them." The old man shuffled out the door,
pausing every few steps to catch his breath.As soon
as the old man was out the door,Al turned to Tom.
"Get your coat and go home," he said curtly.
"But I haven't finished-"
"You're finished here until you can learn to do
what I tell you. You were supposed to be watching
how I handle the customer, not sticking your nose
in and telling him to go shop at Freeman's. That's
twice in one day! I can't afford that, boy. Now get
your coat and go home."
"But Mr. Lacey-"
"Come back in a week and I'll see if I want to
keep you on," he said over his shoulder as he walked
into the back room. Tom angrily grabbed his jacket
and left. Once outside, he shoved his hands deep
into his pockets and trudged home.He passed Free
man's and decided to go in for a soda.
"Hi,Tommy.What can I do for you?"
"Hi, Mr. Freeman.I'd like a chocolate soda," said
Tom.
"Coming right up. Say, aren't you out of work
early?" said Mr.Freeman.
"I ...I ...uh, have to go home and ...uh,
babysit for my little sister," said Tom,fiddling with
the napkin holder.
"I see. Here's your soda, Tommy.That'll be fifty
cents."
Tom laid two quarters on the counter and sullenly
sipped his soda. Behind him a voice said,"I got 'em,
sonny. I got the dippers." Tom turned around and
looked into the wrinkled face of the old man who
grinned a dentureless smile at him. He was waving
the long handled clippers in front of Tom's nose.
"This place had 'em, just like you said," he said,
easing himself onto a stool next to Tom. "Say,
young man," he said to Mr. Freeman, "give me a
cup of coffee.Mind if I join you?" he asked Tom.
"No sir," said Tom, smiling at the way the old
man's feet didn't even reach the floor from his stool.
He wrapped his feet around the base of the stool to
help keep his balance.
"Say, let me ask you something. That fella, the
one who took care of me in Hansen's. He your
boss?" said the old man, peering at Tom over the
rim of his coffee cup.
"Yes, he is."
"Interesting the way he really wanted to sell me
something, you know? Almost like he was out to
prove something to somebody. Tell me something.
Is there a rivalry between this store and the place
you work at? I got the feeling your boss really
didn't want to tell me about Freeman's."
"I ...I guess he just doesn't like to lose business,
that's all," shrugged Tom.
"Nothing wrong with that. But there's nothing
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wrong in not having what I want, either. A fellow's
got to be honest enough to admit when he's lacking
in something. Your boss is wasting his time and
mine when he tries to tell me what I need or want
when I already know!" The old man sloshed some
coffee on the counter before he got it to his mouth
to drink.
"Mr. Lacey, that's my boss, he was just trying to
show me the way to sell things to people. He told
me to watch while he sold something to you.He got
kind of · mad at me for telling you to come to
Freeman's. He told me to sell our products and not
send people to another store," shrugged Tom.
"Boy, never let anyone tell you what to do. I
needed these clippers and I respect a fella that can
tell me where I can find what I need instead of
trying to pawn off some other stuff on me. Nope,
never let anyone tell you what to do.And don't ever
do what you don't want to do. Now don't get me
wrong, there's things in life you have to do. Things
like emptying the garbage, cleaning up after your
self, things everyone has to do just because they
have to be done. I'm talking about the important
things. Like making decisions. You're the only one
who knows what you want or don't want to do.
Like this morning. Doris and I go through this every
morning, have been for over ten years now. She'll
set that blasted glass of buttermilk in front of me
and tell me to drink it. Tells me it's good for me.
Now that may be, I have no doubt about it being
good for me. But I just don't like buttermilk,never
have and never will. She's just wasting my time and
hers by trying to get me to drink that sour stuff.
Same things goes for your Mr. Lacey. Trying to tell
me something else would cut my nails.Now does he
know how tough these old nails are? Course not!
Don't expect him to, either. He's too young yet to
know. Anyway, how can he tell me what will or
won't cut my nails! Can't! I know these long
handled clippers do the job and I'll stick by that the
rest of my life,just like I know I don't like butter
milk and won't drink it!" he stopped, gasping for
air, his face red and perspiring.He took a long drink
of coffee.
The old man said quietly, "Boy, you can't let
anybody tell you what to do. You've got to decide
things for yourself. Otherwise you'11 be living your
life the way somebody else wants it. And that's no
fun." He winked at Tom, slapped a dime down on
the counter, and climbed down from the stool."See
you,sonny," he rasped.
" 'Bye,sir," said Tom. "And,and thanks."
The old man grinned another toothless grin at
Tom and shuffled out the door, pausing every few
steps to catch his breath.
Adelaide Whitehouse

Summersong
i biked my way from the shore
over roads with pot-holes and sand shoulders.
pedal slow to see the sun's rays
sweeping the path i make in
pikes of gravel,
the wind made the bike ride unsteady
and forced a butterfiy to wing
through my basket.

Nikki

Daryl Johnson

Rowers
The Moon sits spider like
On the dark lake.
On the water where we
Row at night
The night comes in, and cringes
At the sight of her

.
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Pale eye. Pale sister
To the black
Water,
Where the fishes swim
Nervous as fiies.
The oar-cuts
Widen and grow,
Ring like, resonant as webs
From shore to shore,
Across
The weeds where the boat
Sticks,
Helpless.
Jitters in the threads.
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the book jacket
is glossy smooth
no snags to catch
my cold fingers.
the pages
are tawny soft
texturally sensuous
slipping satin-sound
through my chilled fingers.
Nikki,
is the book so
serenely smooth
to make the
word-bombs on the pages
catch my mind
like briars on corduroy?
is the book so
smooth
so the roughness
rubs the harder?
Nikki,
indeed
a smooth book.
sara1ane
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Faces
Solitude would search for me
whether I had lost it.
Loneliness is quiet prude
meaning draws one to it.
Death sustains all tears alone
for there is no other.
Distance has all thought of you
silence moves like thunder.
Christopher Atwood

Stephen Alewynse
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